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* * * THE * * *
*WE'RE PART OF THE NAVY, TOO

NAVAL TRAINING SCHOOL (Y~W)
CEDAR FALLS, IOWA

Words by Mrs. R. K . Davis
Music by Helen Webb

*

America is calling
Her Navy men to sea.
Come, sisters-in-the service
Stand by till Victory;
Replacing Navy fighters
We're pledged to serve ashore,
While men upon the ocean
Defend the Freedoms Four.

*

American WAVES are ready
*We're part of flhe Na vy, too.
Sharing its great traditions
Proud of our Navy Blue;
We're true to the vows we've taken
We'll serve till the war is won.
When our men come home in triumph
And the Navy's job is done.

*

*

• •
This issue ,of the IOWAVE is printed
for the purpose of giving to the relatives
and friends of the Women's Reserve of the
avy a picture of the life of a trainee at a
typical naval training sGhool. The type
used in the running account of everyday
experiences at this school is symbolical of
a phase of training---that of typewriting.
The story which follows, written in letter
form, is based essentially on fact. The narrator who is included in the cover picture
and whose portrait appears on the following page is Jeannette Iris Aldrich, Yeoman
third class, of Fort Dodge, Iowa. Yeoman
Aldrich graduated from and is now attached to this training school.

*

•

•
•
•

(

Dear Mother and Dad:How do you like this picture of me in my summer dress
uniform? That all-white outfit does something for a
girl, no fooling. It reminds me of the first two lines
in one of our songs, "When a Navy WAVE walks down the
street, she looks a hundred per from head to feet. 11
Sounds like I'm bragging, doesn't it? But I think I've
reason to brag where the Navy is concerned.
You know better than I how few letters I wrote while
in training school. Seemed like the notes I did manage
to find time for contained nothing but excuses for not
writing more. I want to make up for that now; so prepare
yourselves for a shower of pictures and some of my matching patter.

Look at the first one. It was taken immediately
after we arrived at the training school. Bewildered
seamen we were, being suddenly transplanted from indoctrination, where we thought we knew all the answers,
to an entirely new atmosphere, filled with strange
faces, strange halls and rooms all looking exactly
alike, and any number of new buildings on a beautiful
and large campus.

See this picture of our bags . We left them by the
door, when we entered Bartlett Hall, and proceeded
promptly to the business of logging in. Then, after
being assigned rooms and roommates, we returned for
our belongings, only to find the main deck lounge a sea
of bags. We almost needed a navigator to help us locate
our own.
I3u.t in true Navy style, we soon had our rooms in
order and, as you c an see by this picture, felt very
much at home-Mary sewing a but ton on her shirt, Madge
g~a:1. c ing through her new books,
Edi th catching up on Navy doing s, and Doris writing a letter
home. Andi twas no trick at all
to organize our platoons and
swing along, to the "hup, two,
three, four" of our platoon
leaders, to classes.

And here's a picture of Seaman Waye. You know how
I feel about patriotic pictures, and this one I like
exceptionally well. Maybe it's because of the look in
her eyes, or maybe, it's her smart salute against the
flag. Speaking of the, flag, I want you to see these two
views of our color guard. There are two of my friends
waiting for first note
of the bugle to sound
before they begin to
raise the flag. And
that's my platoon
serving as color guard
for the morning. Where
am I? I'm behind the
third from the last
girl on the front row.

As I said before, we marched to classes--rain or
sh:i,ne. Witness this picture of my platoon walking in
the rain. I think we must be first-cousins to ducks the
way we took to the puddles, without a complaint, thanks
to our rubbers and water resistant raincoats.

Classes we took seriously:
after all, we have a purpose in our
studying. See what a purposeful look
is found on our faces. That's a test
we're taking, by the way. And notice
the concentration on our faces as we
listen to a lecture in current events.
The Navy believes in keeping us wellinformed in other things besides typing and shorthand. That 's one of my
roommates with her hands folded on
the copy of the Blue Jacket's Manual,
a book on the reading list of every
WAVE, as well as every fighting man.

We usually had a short recess in the mornings and
just time enough to dash back to our billets for mail.
Mail! Something we all lived for! If it hadn't come
up from the post office, we besieged the "matey" and
swamped her with the question, "When does the mail
arrive?" One of the SPARS, Mate of the Deck the day
this picture was taken, was only too glad to phone and
see if o:.1r mail was ready. Note the longing on her face,
as well as on the two WAVES.
The Mate of the Deck was quite an important person. She's a handyman with some authority--answers
questions, millions of them; "pipes down" the seamen whose voices are inclined to go up; and in general
keeps order in her section of the hall. They don't
wear hats; one of the girls just put that one on the
"MD" before the picure was taken, telling her that
she should be in full dress.

See what fun we had
in swimming? Physical
education had its proper
place in our program,
al though if we had had
our way, we would have
spent twice as much time
at sports; we had so much
fun. And here's a picture to prove that
statement. Incidently, Se a man Bass, the
girl who's running,
made that base, because
much as I hate to admit
it, I dropped the ball.

*

Drill wasn't the
boogy-bear some people
think, either. It gave
us the snap and discipline needed in a military organization, and,
Dad, wear~ military.
No question about that.
See how smartly my platoon "dresses right"?

*

Mess hall was one
of our favorite spots.
That was the only place
and time that scuttlebutt c a me second in attention; for the food
t as ted too good to waste
time by t al king. And
wha t ap petites we always
had! Mother, what do you
think of the lunch we are
eating in this picture?

After mess, we
snatched some last-minute studying before our
afternoon classes. When
the weather was nice, we
liked to bring our books
and study outside on the
grass, or, as this picture shows, on the
steps. We carried our
books in folding wallets, large enough for
our BuPers Manual and
excerpts from Navy Regs,
our shorthand books, and
notepads, too. The
girls coming down the
steps are carrying them.

*
The hour from 1630 to 1730, 4:30 to 5:30 to you, was
liberty--the high spot of our day. It was then that we
flocked to the stores across the campus and returned
laden down with purchases. Here's a picture to illustrate. That's Butch and Tuck with the groceries. They
were planning a birthday feast for Alice, roommate.
But we crowded more than a shopping trip in that one
hour--oh, much more. In picture-taking weather, we
swarmed over the campus and took shots from every angle
we could find. Or, if we were a bit lazy we dropped in
one of the lounges and played games; maybe ping pong, or
maybe checkers, as the four girls in this picture were
doing. Music was something we all loved, and the times
we grouped around the piano and sang are some of my
happiest memories. We had posters in the lounges. I
liked the one of Maisie "Right". It was no troube at
all to keep up on the correct way to wear your uniform
when "Maisie" was around.

Emmy, Lea, and Celeste, the three girls in the picture,
were a little doubtful at first as to the results of
their fittings; but the two fitters shown with them
proved good. They needn't have worried. Antoinette
Betz, the girl looking in the mirror, couldn't forget
her civilian ways. She spent an hour, I know, trying
on hats.
Dad, weren't you amazed that I never wrote home
for money? There we_!:~. times, though, when I thought I
was going to have to; we could never figure out when
pay day was due, but it always rolled around just in
the nick of time. Here's a picture of two Indiana seamen searching the money lists for their names and
amounts. And here's a picture of the pay line. Yes,
all those men are needed. The first one calls out our
name; the second, checks our pay receipts; the third
hands the cash to a fourth, and he, in turn, counts it
again and then, oh happy day, it's put into our greedy
little hands.
It 's also a happy day for the stores that sold us
our uniforms, for we went immediately to tables set up
in the lounges and paid our bills. I' 11 never forget
the first pay day.

Saturday was our clean-up and stand-by day! We
cleaned up our rooms and then stood up ourselves. What
am I talking about? Why, captain's inspection , of
course. We were inspected every day, but Saturday was
extra-spec ial and thorough. We began by swabbing the
deck (floor to you landlubber s) and ended by dusting
the light fixture. We didn't neglect ourselves, either.
Margaret Bryan was shine boy. She shined her shoes
until they looked like mirrors and, with a little coaxing, also shined ours.
Promptly at 1000, with a last glance around to see
if the dresser drawers were properly staggered and if
there were no devil bugs, or bi ts of dust, as you,
Mother, would say, we snapped to attention and waited
for the inspecting party. When this picture was taken,
Lt. Disert was the officer-in -charge and what a thrill
it was to hear her say our room was shipshape.
Don't you like thi.s
next picture? It was
taken after a picnic
that the college students who are sharing
their campus with the
services-- the Navy
WAVES and the Army Air
Corps Cadets. Dorothy
Jean, the college girl,
was in charge of the af fair; Tom, the soldier,
kept things going
strong, and Harriet,
the WAVE, did the honors
for us.

I loved Sundays. Of course, I missed going to
church with you, but the chapel services on our station
would inspire anyone. I like to remember the service
as you see it in this picture here--the choir, in the
background, Chaplain Lake, who did so much for all
the girls, and the American flag on one side of the
rostrum, the Christian flag on the other.
Then came the day I caught a cold. It wasn't bad, but
I was taking no chance. The radio show was scheduled
for the next week and I didn't want to miss it. So I
marched myself down to sick bay ( or hospital in plain
language). Judging from the attention I received
there, you would have thought I was the most important
person in the Navy, and my cold, the most pressing
matter. I guess treating our ailments in such an efficient manner is nothing out of the ordinary for the
medical corps.
In no time at all, my cold was gone, and I got to
keep my place on the radio show. I'm sorry you couldn't
listen in, Dad; so I'm sending this picture of the
broadcast to you. Can you pick out your daughter?

The weeks slipped
by only too quickly and
almost before I realized it, the last week had
come and the IOWAVE was
out. I'm proud of this
shot of the four girls
and their interest in
it. Bet the Coast Guards
were reading the page on
the SPARS.

*

I am on the Staff of the IOWAVE, our sch ool paper,
and I was selected to interview our commanding officer
anq_ our officer-in-charge of seamen. I was a bit fright. ened at first and hoped my interest in the interview
would not reduce the speed and ac curacy of my shorthand.
I need not have been so upset, for when I rushed to a typing room and transcribed my notes everything came out
perfectly.
I first interviewed t he command ing officer, and
ask ed him h ow he a nd other male officers felt ab out the
wome n' s rese r ve. Here is his a nswer:
"That is a n e as y question to a nswer. I will a dmit
that when I first reported to a women's reserve
school it was with grave misgivings. I had a feeling that women might respond to the call of the
service with the thoughts uppermost in their minds
of the thrill of getting into uniform and the anticipation of going to exciting places. I was wrong.
In two weeks time I was fully convinced that the
a ims a nd desires of the Navy Department to train
women to relieve men for other duties would be most
satisfactorily met.
"During the past 9 months I have had no reason to
question this earlier conviction. I can also
speak for other men in the service. I have now been
ass oci a ted with 2 women's reserve schools, and all
the officers and men attached to those schools
feel as I do. If you had a n opportunity to interview a ll of t hem I a m sure you would find tha t they
would heartily s upport me when I say tha t the membe rs of t he women's reserve a re extremely enthusiastic, extremely intelligent, a nd extremely
competent, and I might add that I a m extremely
pr oud of them. As long as I am confined to shore
duty I c a n think of no job more worth while tha n
s erving wi t h the Women's Reserve. 11

*

*

Then I interviewed the senior officer of the Women's Reserve on this station, the officer-in-charge
of seamen. I decided to ask her whether I was correct in
thinking that discipline was not a major problem at
this school. Her answer was as follows:
"Good discipline is one of our major concerns but
but not a major problem. A few statistics will .
answer your question more effectively than anything I might say.
"Since this school was opened on December 15, five
thousand women have been trained here. During
these six months there has been only one serious
case in discipline resulting in discharge from
the service. The seriousness of purpose of the
trainees, and their desire to serve has been so
outstanding that only one seaman out of the five
thousand has been discharged for inapti tude for
military service. No seaman has been discharged
because of failure to carry the required course of
study. Everyone is working hard, intent upon
qualifying for active duty as a yeoman at the
earliest possible date. This fact, plus the relaxation of wholesome recreation in free time,
plus the challenge of military life results in good
heal th, good spirits, and a 'taut ship'. Because
the crew disciplines themselves well, our energy
and thoughts can be directed largely to rendering
maximum service in the Navy."

The last few days we spent every chance we got in
taking more pictures. Training school had been such a
grand experience, and we had made so many new friends,
that we didn't want to forget a thing; and what could
better preserve memories than snapshots.
Remember how I called you the very minute I received my orders? It was quite a relief when our suspense was ended and we knew just who was going to exciting Washington and who had drawn sunny California.
This is a picture of the Officer of the Day explaining
the orders to Jo, Clara, Rose and Bobby, and the next
picture shows seven of the new yeomen pointing to
their assignments.
And that last Friday! It was THE occasion-our graduation. The ceremony began with a review, a nd,.
oh, Mom, I wish you could have seen us as we marched before the commanding officer. And, Dad, you would have
be en so proud of the way we kept in step. These three
pictures are of the review , and the fourth one is of
the BIG MOMENT-a WAVE receives her rating , Yeoman,
Third Class. Looking on with happy smiles are Captain
Davis, Lt. Disert and Chaplain Lake, while Commander
Pettee presents the graduation certificates.

Mother, I needed you to help
me pack. I finally managed,
though, thanks to the assistance
of Ruth Clark. Look at this pi cure and you' 11 see what I mean.
Goodbyes came next. They weren't
so easy. We hated to leave our
Navy, Army, and college friends.
But this is war, we told each other, and congratulated ourselves
on having had the opportunity to
make such friendships. One more
reason to be thankful for joining the WAVES.
Some of the girls left on buses; others, by train.
Al though I was to remain here for duty I had the thrill of
going with the group and those few days' leave at home.
There was confusion at the station as we kept watch for
the trains and gave each other last-minute advice. But
once we were on board, we settled down to reading magazines, writing letters or to that good old Navy custom,
singing . It was "Here Comes the Navy"--and literally
this time.
I hope you both have enjoyed the pictures. They
represent three very full and extremely important
months in my life. An actual record of things I did to
earn !!!Y crossed quills and chevron! Oh, Mother and Dad,
it's such a thrill being a full-fledged yeoman and knowing that I'm accomplishing my purpose in enlisting in
the WAVES; for now, more than ever, I realize the truth
in the words, "American WAVES are ready, We' re part of
the Navy, too."
Love,

• • • • •
DEAR MOTHER AND DAD:I am so sorry not to have writ ten you more often during
the past few weeks, but I have been awfully busy. I am
enjoying my work here in Cedar Falls though, and I am
l~arning new things every day.
You asked me if I ever regretted joining the Navy--no,
indeed! I feel more strongly every day that I really belong and am needed.
~ ' you remember my writing that I replaced John Johnson,
the Captain's yeoman? He was ordered to Auxiliary
Transport Service, and just yesterday I had a letter
from him. I am putting it in my Navy scrapbook for
'keeps' and so I am not sending it on to you. Among other
things he wrote, "I wish you could see our new ship.
This is where I belong . Thanks a million for learning my
old j ob--your new one--so quickly. I would not have missed this boat for any consideration.

•

•

"Do you mind it if I admit now that I was a little annoyed
when you came into the office, began to handle the Captain's yeoman work, and did it darn well. That feeling
lasted only until I received my orders for active dutyor shall I s a y ~ active duty. Now I quite like to
think of you at my old desk. Also you will understand
that there is some satisfaction to a man in knowing that
he is doing a j _ob such as mine on this ship, a job that
a girl couldn't do."
Now I am more than ever determined to do a good job here"we are part of the Navy, too."
I will write again on Sunday.
All my love,
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